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small platter^ were boltered pancakes, beef dis-
tributed in little cups, and the Tatar beverage,
buz/a, in a pail They ate with their hands, and all
their hands were in the meat.

The swarthy man leaped to his feet, and bade
Zhilin sit down apart, not on the carpet, but on
the bare floor; then he went back to his carpet,
and regaled his guests with pancakes and buza.
The labourer made Zhilin sit down in the place
assigned to him; he himself took off his outer
slipperSj placed them side by side at the door,
where the other slippers stood, then sat down on
the felt nearer to his masters; he watched how
they atef and his mouth watered as he wiped it,
When the Tatars had eaten the pancakes^ a
Tatar woman appeared in just the same sort of
blouse that the girl had worn, and in trousers
also; her head was covered with a cloth.

She took away the meat and the pancakes9
and brought round a good washing-vessel, and a
kettle with a very narrow spout. The Tatars
then began washing their hands; then they folded
their arms, squatted down on their knees, belched
in every direction, and recited prayers. Then they
talked among themselves. Finally, one of the
guests turned toward Zhilin, and began to speak
in Russian.

"Kazi Muhammed took thee," said he, point-
ing to the red-bearded Tatar* "and has sold thee